WATER      UNDER     THE     BRIDGES
lower foothills of the Andes were lovely and a constant pleasure to
the eye.
Mrs. Dawson had an extraordinary sort of affinity with birds.
Some years before she had mended the broken leg of a wild duck.
Thereafter that duck on its migration used to stop at Traful and fly in
at the kitchen window. If the window was shut, she tapped on it till
admitted—nor was she alone. Each year she brought a new mate
with her and insisted on his coming, very shyly and unwillingly, into
the kitchen too and being introduced to Mrs. Dawson. The ceremony
over, they continued their flight southwards. On another occasion
when I was there, a swallow nested in the eaves outside Mrs. Dawson's
bedroom. When the young birds were just about ready to fly, their
mother brought them in and deposited them in Mrs. Dawson's bed,
where they spent the night before being fetched again the following
morning. Those two incidents I witnessed myself, but there were
others of a similar nature. It was quite uncanny.
The fishing was extremely good, and though the salmon were never
known to go down to the sea, they tasted every bit as good as a fresh-
run salmon in the spring in Scotland. Their average weight was
between 8 and 15 lb., and the record up to the time that I was there was
27 lb. The first fish Lord Allenby, who was a beautiful fisherman,
caught there was 23 lb. My own record was just over 20 lb. with my
last cast at the last pool on my last evening before I went back for the
last time to Buenos Aires, I happened to be fishing with a spoon,
though I mostly used a fly, and had said to myself, "This is my last
cast." It was all fishing from the bank, except where the Traful River
left Traful Lake. There one rowed to a large rock rising out of the
lake and fished from the top of it. Most of the big fish lay at the head
of the river, and then seemed to get smaller in the lower reaches. All
these lakes and rivers at the foot of the Andes are interconnected and
there is no reason why the salmon should not eventually spread over
all this area which stretches for several hundred miles. There is, too,
an outlet to the sea via the Rio Negro, but its water is dirty, as the
name "Black River" indicates, and the salmon apparently won't face
it Or perhaps they have lost their sea instinct. It is a fisherman's
paradise, although inferior to the Chilean rivers on the other side of
the Andes, where the rainbow trout in particular run up to 20 lb.
Nevertheless, I remember once going on a picnic to the far end of the
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